The Trageiie of Hamlet 
Let not the royallbed of Deimiarkebe 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomcuer thou purfucs this aff, 

Tatn’t not thy rainde, nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaup her to heauen^ 
And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her, fare thee well at once. 

The Glowormc mewcs the marine to be ncere 
, 1 1 And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 

'^1 :! J Adiew,adiew,adiew, remember me. 

Rtm. O all }’ou hofl of heauen, 6 earth, what els. 
And fliall l eoupple hell, o fie, hold, hold my hart. 
And you my finnowes, growc not inftant old. 

But bcarc me Iwiftly vp 5 remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghofl whiles memory bolds a fcate 
In this diflraded globe, remember thee, 

Tea, from the tableof my memory 
, lie wipe away all triuiallfond records, 

' I : I Airfawes of bookes, all formes, all preflures paft 

That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fliall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O mofl pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling d amned villaine^ 

My tables, meet it is I fet it downc 
That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 
At leafl 1 am lure it may be (b in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adew , adew, remember me. 
lhauefworn’t. 

Fitter HardtUi dod MdreeSus, 

Jiard. My Lord, my Lord. 

Trldr. Lord Hdmlet. 

Hard. Heauensfecurehim. 

Jidm. So be it. 

afrfr. Illo,ho,ho,myLord. 

Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 






Prince of Denmrhf* 

jadr. Howi’ftmynobleLord? 

md. What newes my Lord f 

B<w.O,wondcrfull. 

fjofd> Good ray Lord tell tt. 

jjam. No, you will reueale it. 

md. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Howfeyyou then, would hart ofman once thi^^ 

Butyou’le befecret. 

Bootle. 1 by heauen. 

mm. There’s neucr a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 

^ Srl^There needes no Ghofl my Lord, come from the graue 

To tell vs this. . , • t 

mrtK Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumflance at all 

I hold it fit that we Ihake hands and part, 

ITou, asyoutbufincs and defire fliall poyntyou, 

For euery man hath bufines and defi re 

Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

Hor^ TEefearebut wildeand whurlitig words my Lord. 
Htm. I am forry they offend you hartify,. 

Yes faith hartily . 

1 Bardi There’s no offence my Lord. 

mm. Y es by Saint J>4fr«^but there is Bordtkt 
And much offence to, touching this vifion heer^ 

It is an honefl Ghofl that let me tellyoui 
For your defire to knowe what is bet weene YS 
Oremaflret as you may, and now good friends^ 

As you are friends, fchollers, and fouldiers, 

Giueme one poore requefl. 

Hard. What i’ft my Lord, we will. 

mm. Neuer make knowne what youhauc feeue to night. 

Booth. My Lord we will not. 

HiwI^Nay but fwear’t. 

Jiord. In faith my Lord not I. 

Tridr. Nor Jmy.Lordiafaith. 
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